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Toe ms . 

This Mynotaurc, when heecame to *rt m i 
was inch a fed in the Labor inth, which 
wad* by the curiom Artf.mafier Dcdalus, V U 
Tale lisente apt thus purjue. * ' 

^^Hen 7) cdalm the labor inti' had built , 

In which t’includc the Quecne Taftpbaet guilt 
And tnit the time wa$ now expired full, 

To inclofc the My not aure halfc man, halfe Bui; 

Kneel ing he faies, Iuft tfiiynos end my mones 
And let my Native foile intombe my bones ; 

Or if dread Soyeraignc I deferve no grace, 

Looke with a pitious eye on my fonnes face. 

And grant me leave from whence we are exild 
Or pitry me, if you deny my c hild ; 

This and much more he Ipeakes, but all in vain Cj 
The Kingj both Sonne and Father will detaine. 

Which he perceiving fayes : Now, now, tis fit. 

To give the world caufc to admiie mv wit, 

Both Land and Sea , are vyatcht by day and night, 

Nor Land nor Sea lies open to our flight r 
Onely the Ayre remaines, then let us trie 
To cut a paffage through the Ayre and fly, 
love bee afpiaous to my enterprife, 

I covet not to mount above the skies ; 

But make this refuse, lince I can prepare 
No meanes to flie my Lord, but through the ayre, 

Make me immortal!, bring me to the brim 
Of the blackc S tigian Wster, Styx lie fwim • 

V b humane wit, thou canfl invent much ill ? 

Th 

Thou fearcheft ftrange Arts, who would thinke by skill, 

^ heavie (nan,like a light bird (hould ftray. 

And through the empty Heavens finde a way. 
tie place th in juft order all his Quifc, 

Whofc bottomes with refoived waxe he fills. 

Then binds them with a line, and being faft tide^ 
placcth them like Oares on either fide. 

The tender Lad the downy Feathers blew. 

And what his F aiher meant, he nothing knew:* 

The waxe he faftned, with the ftrings he plaidc 
Not thinking for his fhoulders they were made. 

To whom his Father fpake (and then iookt pale ) 

With thefe fwift Ships, we to our Land muft failc: 

All paffages doth cruell Mynoi ftop, 

Onely the empty Ayre he ftill leaves ope. 

That way mutt we 5 the Land and the rough deepc 
Doth£Wy«wbarre, the ayre he cannot kcepet 
Butin thy way beware thou fet no eye 
Onthefigne Virgo , nor Boetesh ye: 

Looke not the blacke Orion’m the face r 

That (hakes his Sword, but juft with me keepe pace. 

Thy wings are now in faftning, faftniHgj follow me, 

I will before thee fly as thou fhalt fee, 

Thv Father mount, or ftoope, fo I aread thee, 

Make me thy.Guard, and fafely I will lead thee : 

If we fhouid foare to neere great Tbiebus fe ate. 

The melting Waxe will not endure the hcatc, 

Or if wc flie too neere the Humid Seas, 

Ourmoyfh ned wings we cannot (hake with cafe. 

Fly bttweene both, and with the gufts that rife, 

Let thy light body fail e amidft the skies. 

And ever as his little fonne he chirmes, 
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